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the rich man's castle. So famous it was that
down to this day an old-fashioned peasant
would think it most unlucky to injure a swan.
In Dr. Todhunter's version it may again
grow into a national epopee. There is not a
more beautiful story anywhere extant; it is
like a breath of morning air.

It is strange how an inspiration seizes many
people at the same time. In the present cen-
tury many Irish tales have received metrical
clothing, but this Children of Lir remained
neglected until a few years ago, when came
de Vere's embroidered song, and then in a
single year Miss Tynan began a lyrical poem
thereon, an Irish lady artist covered the walls
of a Dublin hospital with frescos of the swan
children, Dr. Todhunter wrote his epopee,
and, rumor has it, the Gaelic skolawr, Mr.
Douglas Hyde, commenced a long version.

We do not believe any version will super-
sede in simplicity and tenderness this present
epopee. It may grow in time to be something
of a household word in Ireland, to stand be-
side the poems of Ferguson and Davis and
Mangan. Not quickly, however, will it come
to its own, being too simple, too breezy and
ancient, too free aired, too altogether differ-
ent from the close back parlor atmosphere of
nineteenth century life. Its very virtues will